in the provinces that we can see such susceptibilities in parents and such stupidity in pupils. I correct French disquisitions, which make me sick; acting on the Censor's advice, I refuse to pupils who ask for it permission to read the Provinciates. I hear my colleagues say that Philosophy has been the perdition of the University. Nothing is expected of a professor save a complete absence of ideas or passion, a mechanical soul, the old-fashioned pedantry of the old buffers who used to teach us "Barbaro" and "Amo Deum." All that you acquire at the Ecole, knowledge, a distinguished mind, a free judgment on any subject, is harmful to you. At last I understand M. de Talleyrand's saying " Have no zeal." The true Professor is a speaking fossil who knows not a word about his own times, a sort of La Harpe or Lefeau. Your title of Normalien will be fatal to you; to come out of that infamous den means that you carry infection with you. You cannot imagine what efforts of self-control and perseverance are necessary to arrest on your lips the new idea or bright expression just bursting forth. And especially, when you have spent three years amongst learned men and great writers, you cannot imagine how depressing it is to correct the vapid and emphatic essays of provincial students, to feel absolutely misunderstood, to be obliged to repeat what you do not consider worth listening to, to debase one's ideas "and teaching, to live amongst men devoid of ideas and
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